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She begged pardon for her boldness; and begged me to dis-
miss a woman who was sitting in the room with her.
CI do not know what she wants/ she said, cfor I only
speak French, but she has been here for the last hour. I
think she wishes me to understand that she can be useful
to me, but I do not feel inclined to accept her help.'
'Who told you to come here?' said I to the woman.
'A man-servant, who said that a young foreign lady was
here all alone and in great distress. I came out of kindness;
however, I see I am not wanted. I leave her in good hands,
and I congratulate her,' and with a cunning smile the
creature withdrew.
The poor girl then told me in a few words what I al-
ready knew—that she had left her home with Croce, who
called himself M. de Sainte Croix. She added that he had
been at the tables ever since receiving my twenty sequins,
and that on Sunday morning he had disappeared, leaving no
address.
'He has left Milan, I am sure,' she said, 'and what am I
to do. The landlord is clamouring for his bill. If I sell
everything I might manage to pay it; but what would
become of me then?'
'Would you dare to return to your father?'
'Yes, sir, certainly; my father would forgive me if I
declared myself willing to enter a convent.'
'Well, then, I will take you to Marseilles myself, and
meantime I will find some honest people who will look
after you.'
I paid the bill, which was modest enough; then I left the
poor girl, telling her to keep her door locked and to receive
no one till my return. I went to Zenobia and asked her, in
the presence of her husband, if she could find a little corner
for my protegee.
1 will give her my place/ cried the tailor, like a good
fellow, cshe can sleep with my wife, I will take a room near
by, and she can stay as long as she likes.'
I wrote a few lines to the young woman and sent them

